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But say it more than once. 


Cupidiotic sentiments. 


from now on. 


Can you heartbeat that? 





Obey that 
Cardiactive 


Impulse 


Now ! 

















=e — — ——— _ .* Ten weeks for $1.00 





HAVE A HEART! 


Say It With Valentines 


It's not fair to pick on just one little 
day—in the shortest month of the year 
at that—to_ be responsible for all your 


How much lovelier to do your billing 
and cooing once a week all year long— 
especially as the billing will only amount 
to $5. For this infinitesimal sum—this 
valentiney amount——you can finance 
your fiancée to a happy, cheerful LIFE 
every seventh day, fifty-two times, 








‘ . » 
hope you find $5 enclosed 


for European tours.) 


SPECIAL OFFER 































J DANIEL 
““ CUPID, Esgq., 
‘ LIFE, 4508 
Madison Ave., 

N. Y 
ra My heart murmurs 
that it will be a good 
* idea to send LIFE fora 
year to the name and address 
below, for which | certainly 
















($5.80 for Canadian trips; $0.60 











(Canadian, $1.20; Foreign, $1.40) 








Question of the Day 


HE wintry snows are here 
once more 
And I await the news 
On how the flappers—those of yore— 
Will wear their overshoes.: 


| wonder if they'll scuff their way 
Through drifts with buckles 
flying, 
Like snowbirds winging at their 
olan 
(Ah, me, ’tis cause for sighing!) ; 
vill they stalk sedately through 
. snows, with ankles trim 
d, as nature meant them to, 
cuard each twinkling limb? 





ler if one buckle taut, 


r two, or three (it rankles), =f o | : ‘ ‘There’s more 


keep the winds the season’s 
ought 


m running up their ankles. my | , to a hat 


mdered o'er the problem moot 


Intil I'm nigh despairing: | ; 
tyvle, the shape, the new storm f than a label 


oot, 


‘he manner of its wearing! } 
Ye FEEL a certain natural pride 


vintry snows are here again; . ‘ _ 
nt | weuhtiaean, Ge when anyone catches sight of a 


and where and even when Knox label in your hat. 
‘he flappers wear galoshes! 


L. A. M. Experience has shown American men 
the wisdom of paying from seven to forty 





The Loves of Horace dollars for a Knox Hat. They know that 


loRACE, when he was twenty-one 
, , when x |: 
ved to. a a. ie they see the Knox label, they 
ng her his wife. But after needn’t look any further. 
eek of deliberation he decided L ; 
she was too homely. Yes, there’s more to a hat than the 
[wo years later he came near con- lab ; 2 ay 
ne oe a el,— rw 
rring himself upon Clarissa. But eo especially when it’s Knox. 
arissa, he presently discovered, KNOX SOFT HATS AND DERBYS 
too selfish. $7 to $ 
' 40 
Vhen Horace was twenty-six 
‘eronica was the favored one. He In leading stores throughout the country wherever 
led to engulf her with joy by — the Knox Coat of Arms is displayed, you are as- 
ing her the Big Prize. Then, = ; 
the last minute, he decided that By the graceful lines of the 
was too extravagant. crown and the brim, the NEW YORK - SAN FRANCISCO 
thirty-one Horace gave Loyette Knox Fifth Avenue Derby Fifth Avenue at goth St, §1 Grant Avenue 
careful consideration. But it takes a distinctive place in 
’ fashion, all its own. Seven 
ntly came out that Loyette was dollars, (Knox Caps $2.50 
ivy drinker. And a bit too old to $5.00. 
qualify for the Lofty Niche. 
lhen at last, after many had been 
led and none’ chosen, Horace 
found the one perfect woman! Su- 
! Flawless ! 
Vhat is your guess, reader? That 


jature’s One Outstanding Master- = 
gave him the gate because he The Knox Keighmoor of 
t - sott, shaggy texture, is an 
oo homely, too selfish, too ex Sede tee > Sete 


avagant, too bibulous and too old? the demands of style and 
< that he later married a woman | long service. Ten dollars. FOR MEN 

was homely, selfish, extrava- (Knox Caps $2. 50 to $5.00) AND WOMEN 

it, bibulous and old? | 

You’re right. They did. 


sured of style, quality, and courteous attention, 








B. P. 
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Se a a a rr a a a a ed 


PACKARD 


The Packard probably repre- 
sents the first and only case in 
the history of fine car manu- 


The moderate upkeep re- 
quired of the owner of a 
Packard Single-Six is just as 


MMMM AAA 


facture, in which all of the lux- 
uries of the superlative kind 
of motoring go hand in hand 
with exceptional economy. 


pronounced in the Sedan or 
Limousine-Sedan, and other 
enclosed models, as in the 
Touring Car or Roadster. 


RN RR RRS ROD I I IO ISIE MG CL LT IG OT 


RR PR RO OR 





Z 
Z 
Z 
Z 
Za 
Za 
Z 
— 
= 
ze 
2 
= 
— 
= 
z 
= 
— 
= 
= 
— 
—4 
= 
— 
— 
— 
4 
— 
4 
— 
— 
— 
— 
4 
i 
= 
i= 
|= 
— 
= 
= 
= 
— 
— 
—— 
— 
= 
Z 
4 
= 
— 
4 
— 
=> 
ZB 


Zi TWAT TTA 


ZZ 


Q\ 


Touring Car, Five-Passenger, $2485 


at Detroit 
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| Bye ago, long ago, on a morning-tide merry, 

Along Canal Street when it had a canal, 

There tripped a fair maiden adown to the ferry; 

And oh, but her lips had the hue of the cherry! 

And ah, but her eyes were as brown as a berry! 
And dainty her gown was with frill and fal-lal! 


Long ago, long ago, on this morning-tide merry, 
The air was like wine and the sun was ashine, 

There was a gay gallant strode up from the ferry; 

And oh, but his mien, it was debonair, very; 

And the tune on his lips it was derry, down derry! 
A ditty to Cupid and Saint Valentine. 


Enamored were they on that morning-tide merry 
Of life and of love, both the man and the maid; 
Said she:—“Prithee tell me the way to the ferry!” 
Said he:—“I wfll show thee; be happy to, very!” 
And ah, how her eyes that were brown as a berry 
Made his heart beat as fast as a drum at parade! 


And Cupid walked with them that morningtide merry,— 
The air was like wine and the sun was ashine,— 

The maiden whose lips had the hue of the cherry, 

And the gallant whose bearing was debonair, very, 

Till both had let slip every thought of the ferry; 
Sing “hey” and sing “ho” then, for Saint Valentine! 


eo BR 


And so we will leave them, this morning-tide merry 
(Ah, bright as a rainbow the path that they trod!), 
In their dream-happy search for Love's fortunate ferry, 
The maiden whose eyes were as brown as a berry, 
And the youth whose demeanor was debonair, very, 
Enmeshed in the toils of the saint and the god. 











February Hunting all through the 
10th towne this morning for 
some colored silken hand- 
kerchiefs like to those I bought in 
Paris, but could find none save those 
designed to be worn around the neck, 
a fashion which is, methinks, both 
silly and unbecoming. .. . To lunch- 
eon at an inn with Agnes Smith, 
who did outline to me so preposter- 
ous a plan for making reparation in 
an instance where it was plain to 
me she owed none that I burst forth, 
Don’t be quixotic! Quixotic, quoth 
Aggie, being Spanish for “A damn 
fool”. . . .Sam and I to dine with the 
Whittles, who cultivate the intelli- 
gentsia, and several of the latter 
dropped in, to our dismay, and there 
was much discourse among them, as 
dull as it was incoherent. And one 
young man did dwell upon the fa- 
tuity of those who play at cards, or 
any game soever, until I was at some 
pains to hold my tongue. I had 
liefer seek relaxation in a brisk bout 
at bridge, which at least advantages 
one side or the other, than pass my 
time in footless talk which settles 
nothing. Moreover, I have always 
marked that persons who do not play 
at cards invariably mention the fact 
with pride. Lord! How many of us 
boast of things which we ought 
honestly to deplore! Like being un- 
able to eat cucumbers or to see any 
merit in poetry. 


February Lay late, pondering this 


11th and that. How those to 
(Lord’s Day) whom a primrose by the 
river’s brim is simply that, are prob- 
ably better off, for aught I know, 


than others to whom it is consider- 
ably more. How nobody with less 
than twenty thousand a year should 
attempt to be Bohemian. For if I 
must ever eat Welsh Rarebit off pew- 
ter dishes, I needs must feel that the 
plate came at least from the Canter- 
bury cathedral. Wondering, too, 
just what the phrase “including the 
Scandinavian” signifies in the pub- 
lishing trade. Somehow it has given 
me the impression that the Swedes 
do not read. . . .To evensong for the 
music, and finding the church over- 
heated to suffocation, I did ask the 
sexton for some air. Whereupon he 
tilted one of the colored glass win- 
dows near me, so that the ransomed 
saint thereon pitched forward at an 
alarming angle which struck me as 
amusingly sacrilegious and kept me 
from achieving a state of mind meet 
for divine service. 


February Early up, and read the 
12th journals carefully save 
for the news of the 
Southern resorts, which is more than 
I can bear. . . .B. Hawley to lunch- 
eon with me, and she so cast down in 
spirit that I was at my wits’ end to 
divert her. And the gist of my coun- 
sel was that the tragedy of to-day is 
the comedy of to-morrow, which I 
fear is scant comfort in the actual 
hour of affliction. . . .This day did I 
begin to break in a servant to replace 
my Emilie, but I could put no heart 
into it, for her first move was to 
throw out my finest undergarment 
and all the credit slips from the 
draper’s. And at the end of the day, 
I did feel ten years older. B. L. 


A Valentine 


ADY, at your dwelling’s door 
I, a humble suppliant, stand. 

And I beg, entreat, implore, 
Sue and ask you for your hand! 


For your hand, and if your heart 
Go therewith, why, that will b: 
(In the parlance of the mart) 
So much velvet, kid, for me. 


Beauty you do not possess. 

Wealth may not be yours to share: 
Notwithstanding, I confess 

That I simply do not care. 


Be, oh, be my Valentine! 
Be my love, my life, my soul ! 
Not a single lump is mine— 
You have fifteen tons of coal 
B. ] 


Simpson’s New Hat 


HAT he said to his wii 

“I’m going to buy a new hat 
to-morrow and this time I’m goin; 
to get one that will make me look 
young. My last five or six hats 
have been these velours—black 
brown. This time I’m going to get 
something snappy in a green or ta: 
felt. I can get what I want for 
three or four dollars. There's n 
sense in paying ten or twelve fo: 
something that you don’t like.” 

What he said to the salesman: 
“Something in a hat; size six and 
a half. Something in a green felt 
at about seven dollars. Well, [ would 
go as high as ten. I know; but | 
have been wearing one of those ve 
lours and I thought I'd like a change 
Do you really think so? Of cours 
you're in the hat business and you 
ought to know. Well, twenty dollar 
was more than I wanted to pay but 
this is a good-looking velour an 
it’s so dark and quiet.” 

What he said to his wife: “! 
tell you a business man can’t afford 
to run any risks with his clothes 
Of course, I have the advantage oi 
most fellows; the salesmen all know 
me personally and give me the bes! 
service. I know you'll like this new 
hat. It’s a dark velour. And it wa; 
a real bargain; only twenty dollars.’ 


McC. H. 


AccorDING to the income ta» 
statements it appears that many men 
have untold wealth. 





LIF E 
Fresh Air 


The Stimulating Effect of Synthetic Country Life 


'CENE: The living-room of a 
Ber Island house. 
lime: Immediately after lunch. 
Characters: Two gentlemen and 
ladies. 
First GENTLEMAN 
‘here’s nothing like country air, 
there? 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 
Nothing. Thanks, I'll take brandy. 
First Lapy 
adore the country in winter. It’s 
nvigorating. Chartreuse, please. 
First GENTLEMAN 
's the only place for real health. 
a little Benedictine. 
Seconp Lapy 
just love the freshness of the 
itry. How about some bridge? 
ALL 
plendid idea ! 
Chairs are accordingly drawn up 
ind a card table, drinks placed in 
enient positions, and a game of 
ge is begun.) 


Time: Two hours later. 
First GENTLEMAN 
One always feels so wefl in the 
country. 


First Lapy 
Bracing air, don’t you think? 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 


Of course it is. Yes, I'll 
another whisky, thanks. 


have 


Seconp Lapy 
And you can’t get the same ex- 
ercise in town. Will you please 
hand me the cigarettes? 
First GENTLEMa«.: 
Have another cigar, old man. 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 
Good brandy, this. 
First Lapy 
Isn't it? I adore good brandy, 
don’t you? 
First GENTLEMAN 
Love it. Think I'll have some 
after I finish this gin. 


ke 


ee 
as ing a a 


Seconp Lapy 
Well, it’s your deal, old dear. Do 
pour me a drink, will you? 
(Fourteen more rubbers of bridge 
are played.) 
*** 
Time: Three hours later. 
First GENTLEMAN 
Well, that’s game and rubber. Six 
hundred and seventy-three. 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 
By George! It’s almost time to 
dress for dinner! 
First Lapy 
You can’t mean it! Really! 
the time passes ! 


How 


Seconp Lapy 
It always does in the country. 
First GENTLEMAN 
Yes! Nothing like the country. 
First Lapy 
There isn’t, is there? 
First GENTLEMAN 
No, there’s nothing like country 
air. ‘ ; 


“Oh! Veronica, where did you get him? He is the most becoming dog you ever had.” 
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A Bachelor in the Making 


My Husband Says The Final Felicity 


HAT he prefers to be out when I 
have callers, because ladies always talk 
of things that are away beyond him. 
But I think if he would concentrate, 
and study Vogue it would help him, 
and I think it would broaden him a lot. 
‘7. He didn’t see Mrs. Parker coming 
home when she called the other day. 
She brought Robbie with her. She takes him every- 
where. 
She says it is such an education for him to meet people. 
Robbie doesn’t care for kindergarten. 
He went just one day and he bit the teacher. 
His mother says his subconscious mentality was posi- 
tively antagonistic to the teacher's temperament. 
Mrs. Parker says that Robbie is so precocious, and 
he prefers the companionship of grown people to children. 
So she teaches him to spell and things at home. 
She asked him what C-A-T spelled and he said dogma. 
Mrs. Parker said no, no, darling, what does D-O-G 
spell, and he said helma. 
My husband says that when he was six, his mother : 
electrocuted him twice a week for less than that. . If in the mode you would be, 
He says he thinks it’s fierce the things children get You'll end, should you essay to fly, 
away with these days. : An angel ere you should be! 


L.'B: &. 


‘VE seen you hunt, my lady Di, 
l’'ve watched you take a hurdle, 
Which seemed to me a mountain high, 

And made my vitals curdle. 
I’ve seen you skim the tennis net, 
Just shave it, when you're serving, 
I’ve been your partner in a set, 
And much admired your curving. 
I've seen you at all kinds of sport, 
When shooting, fishing, riding; 
You must have joined in every sort 
Since our first romps, when sliding. 
Once you were dubbed, “La Belle Siffleuse”— 
Your lips, when pursed, were charming— 
But Lady Di, as a chauffeuse, 
You’re really quite alarming! 
Your pace is, well, a trifle fast, 
And you’ve been fined for speeding 
A score of times in days gone past, 
Despite your pretty pleading. 
And, I’m afraid, my Lady Di, 








ARV ARD’S run, it seems to me, ERE’S the boy whose Russian troupe 
Like a summer hostelry. Sent the critics for a loop. 

If a solemn vow they've made Wild they shrieked, in Slavic joy, 

That they'll get exclusive trade, “Bravo!” “Bis!” and “Attaboy!” 

Why not go on through with it? Each has graven on his heart, 

Bar all others—just admit “Tf it’s Russian, then it’s art.” 

To the realms of bean ahd cod Would they'd let the Russians rest,— 

Harvard's head—and, maybe, God. Heaven speed the parting Gest! 
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AY out West, where men are men, - HEN the lady used to sculp, 
Swift to fight, with fist or pen, Mixed emotions made us gulp; 
Battling Bill, whom here we sec, Cried we then, in accents bright, 
Dashes off philosophy, “Well, perhaps the girl can write.” 
Sure that every homely crack Then the lady’s interviews 
Will be worth its weight in jack. Crashed upon the daily news; 
Kansas’ never-silent son — Moan we now another lay,— 
Ain’t he got a lot of fun? “Give, oh, give her back her clay!” 





Hands Off Across the Sea 


Says Sounder in Discussing Reparations 


ay 





ASHINGTON, February 12. 

I’m frank to say I don’t get 
much kick out of the German rep- 
aration crisis, chiefly, I suppose, 
because the facts are so hard to get. 
Several times I have tried to read 
an article on the situation, but by 
the third paragraph, when they start 
to compute gold marks in terms of 
the common or garden mark, and 
quote export and import figures for 
the next forty-four years on the ac- 
crual basis, my attention begins to 
wander and I turn to the Wood Al- 
cohol Column to see what friends 
are listed that morning. 


Of Course, I Realize, 


in a general way, that there is a 
dispute between Germany and the 
rest of the world as to whether the 
framers of the treaty intended that 
the reparations should be paid, or 
whether they just put them in for 
fun. 

And I believe there have been 
failures in coal deliveries—though 
in that respect I don’t believe the 
Germans are a bit worse than many 
a reputable dealer in the U. S. A. 
Only this morning I had to tele- 
phone my coal man about the order 
he was to have delivered the week 
before last—but there, I shan’t drag 
my private troubles into this discus- 
sion. 

My knowledge of the details, as I 
have said, is a little hazy. But my 


Ni 








understanding of the problem as it 
affects Ameri¢a is as clear as a 100- 
watt Mazda. Nothing must induce 
us to help. 

To My Mind 
even the Administration’s bashful 
hint that if sufficiently urged it might 
possibly consider taking the matter 
under advisement, was a great mis- 
take. Fortunately, however, the 
Senate was quick-witted enough to 
counteract any goodwill that the pro- 
posal might have aroused by im- 
mediately requesting withdrawal of 
our troops from Germany. 

I am prepared to prove by trust- 
worthy statistics that American 
participation in Europe’s problems 
will bring serious hardships to that 
great body of men who have left re- 
munerative jobs in order to serve 
their country. I refer to the profes- 
sional “observers.” 


Hundreds and Thousands 


of the flower of our land answered 
their country’s call. The need was 
urgent. There are always plenty of 
Americans who can think and do 
and act, but our foreign policy has 
demanded a man who must do 
nothing. This requires, I believe, 
peculiar abilities, and may in a mea- 
sure explain the appointment of Col. 
Harvey. So important have the 
“observers” become under our for- 
eign policy that there has even been 
talk of changing the name of the 
State Department to the National 
Observatory. Having taken on these 
men and unfitted them for active 
work, would it not be grossly unfair 


to withdraw their means of support? 

Again, take the hotel and banquet 
industry. I understand that the 
European problem is all that has 
kept this great industry afloat since 
the country went dry. Any town big 
enough to boast a Chamber of Com- 
merce, a Women’s Club and a 
Literary Society or two, maintained 
during 1922 an average daily record 
of at least six luncheons and nine 
dinners—with a total of 2100 covers 
—for the purpose of deciding what 
America is going to do about it al. 


Shall the Bell 


that rings in economic peace for 
Europe also sound the knell of 
America’s great catering business ? 
Emphatically, no. 

Now, as long as the European 
problem and Senator Borah con- 
tinue in good health we can safel) 
count on at least three first-class 
conferences a year, and on from ten 
to twenty small-time affairs. 

These will bring at a rough guess 
36,981 passengers to our shores, and, 
if all goes well, take them away 
again. Add to that the come and go 
of our “observers”—say 61,581 a 
year—and you can readily see just 
how much European distress means 
to our merchant marine. 

Lastly, we should not overlook the 
embarrassing situation that would 
confront us if we should now actu- 
ally help to bring peace back to Eu- 
rope. It is conceivable that many 
of us might feel a little ashamed 
that we didn’t do it two years ago 
when our seat in the League of Na- 
tions was waiting for us. 

Sounder. 


Reporting Day at Our National Observatory 
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Tom Lincoln Receives Congratulations from His Neighbors on the Birth 


of a Son, February 12th, 1809 
“Tawm, what ye goin’ tew make outen im? President of th’ U-nited States, I s’pose! 
Haw, haw, haw!” 











Things LI FE “Would Rather 
Like to “Know 


HETHER this is the Rev. 
Percy Stickney Grant’s week 
for being an Episcopalian. 
* * * 


What Ambassador Harvey would 
like best to withdraw from Europe. 
* * * 

If the slogan of the next Presi- 
dential campaign will be, “He Kept 
Us Out of the Ruhr.” 

* * * 


How to keep warm in a heated 
taxi. 

* * * 

Why the poems of Carl Sandburg 
have never been translated into Eng- 
lish. 

* * * 

In the matter of liquor consump- 
tion, who holds the Congressional 
record. 

* * * 


Whether Tumulty now believes 
that he and his really made the world 
safe for democracy. 

* * * 

What Mr. Taft thinks of Oscar 

Straus’s autobiography. 
** * 

Whether Jess Willard proposes to 
use force or passive resistance in his 
next bout with Dempsey. 

*** 


Whether it is true that Jackie 
Coogan is writing his reminiscences. 


How many nights a week Otto 

Kahn dines at home. 
x * * 

Whether Gov. Smith’s pardons for 
loose talkers will include William R. 
Hearst. 

x * * 

If Mr. Harding hopes to be re- 
membered as the man who kept 
George Harvey 3,000 miles away. 

* * * 

What would happen to his news- 
papers if Hearst became a convert to 
Couéism. 

x * * 

Whether McAdoo would run bet- 
ter than he screens. 

sx 

Who draws up the time-tables for 
the departures of political band wag- 
ons. 

x** * 

How many degrees a Senator must 
take in the Old Guard before he is 
eligible for the Henry Cabot Lodge. 

*x* * 

Whether the Ku Klux Klan in- 
tends buying out the house for a 
performance of “Abie’s Irish Rose.” 

* * * 

Whether Germany would now be 
in pawn if she’d never hocked the 
Kaiser. 

* * * 

If French successes in the Ruhr 
could be described as a triumph of 
mined over matter. 


* crumb; 


Segregating the Crumbs 


Professor Blotter on a Safe and 
Sane Breakfast in Bed 


ROFESSOR Blotter, of Colum. 

bia University, and I decided the 
other day to try to work out some 
scheme for eating toast in bed with. 
out getting crumbs all under the 
covers, and up the sleeves of your 
pajamas. ‘ 

It’s pretty important, the Profes- 
sor and I agreed. “Take a cup of 
coffee and a slice of toast in bed of 
a morning, Corey,” argued the Pro- 
fessor, “and if you can get comfort. 
able within an hour after it, and not 
keep on finding little three-cornered 
pieces in between the sheets, to say 
nothing of gobs of marmalade as 
high up as your elbow, then you 
must have gotten up to eat it. 

The Professor admitted that his 
ideas on the subject were rather lack- 
ing. “I’ve wondered if you cou!dn't 
button the covers onto your pajamas 
so that they’d be perfectly crumb- 
tight all around; that is, couldn't you 
sort of wear your bed, so that every- 
thing you ate would be outside of 
you?” I was sorry, but I had to 
tell him I thought not. 

“Personally,” I said, “I'd go at the 
thing right from the source. I'd go 
straight to the toast. I'd take the 
principle that when you spread your 
slice with marmalade it doesn’t drop 
so many crumbs; some of them stick, 
even after they have broken from the 
old home slice and become merely 
rolling crumbs. Now what I'd dois, 
I'd take a slice of toast and then 
break it, smash it, decompose it into 
the maximum number of crumbs. 
I'd go further; I'd crumb each 
I'd crumb each crumbed 
crumb; I'd reduce it all to infinity. 
Then I'd start rebuilding. I'd glue 
each crumb to the next crumb, and 
glue these two to the next crumb, and 
so on till there was my whole slice of 
toast again. Then when a crumb is 
inclined to break away from the 
home slice, it will find itself securely 
glued and moored, and nary a chance 
will it have to crawl under the covet- 
lets. And if you make the glue taste 
the way it does on postage stamps, 
it really won’t be half bad.” 

The more I mention it, the more 
Professor Blotter is taken with my 
idea, and he is already planning t0 
sell it to all his friends. He is evet 
planning to try it himself, sometime. 

C. H. F. 
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Timetable of a Man Who Has Resolved to Give Up Smoking 


\!. 9:00. Mr. Twitter announc- 

to the family at breakfast 
hat he has sworn off smok- 
irs. Grinnell, his mother-in- 


emits a sniff, which her daugh- 


eavors to cover up by saying 
y, “Why, how nice, Frederick.” 
Mr. Twitter inspects his 
stock. Finds two boxes of 
tes. Throws them into waste 

Examines pipes. Decides to 
them away, too, but is re- 
| by wife. “You might want 
them to somebody, Fred,” she 


r 
S 
e 


Looks at newspapers, his 
occasionally wandering to his 


ng table. 


ent decided to give it up, al- 
have you?” asks Mrs. Grin- 
Mr. Twitter grunts unintel- 

It sounds very much like 


no woman.” 


wie 


Mr. Twitter seems restless. 


ss to go for a walk. Does so. 


for a Year 


9:55. 
Bixby. 

“Sworn off smoking, Bix,” he says. 

Bixby’s eye lightens. 

“So have I,” he responds. 

“Feel better already,” says Mr. 
Twitter. 

“So do I,” answers Mr. Bixby. 

They decide to walk together. 

10:00. “It lowers a man’s vital- 
ity,’ says Mr, Twitter. 

“And burns up a lot of money,” 
adds Mr. Bixby. 

10:10. They stop to look into a 
cigar-store window. 

“Nice-looking pipes,” 
Twitter. 

“You know those ‘El Ropos’ make 
a pretty good smoke,” replies Mr. 
Bixby. 

“But we've sworn off,” answers 
Mr. Twitter. 

“So we have,” answers Mr. Bixby. 

They move on. 

10:20. “I can notice an improve- 


On street meets old friend, 


Mr. 


says 


He: After all, life is but a game. 
She: You must be very athletic. 


ment in my wind already,” comments 
Mr. Twitter. 

“It’s helped my digestion, too,” Mr. 
Bixby discovers. 

10:30. They pass another cigar- 
store and pause to look at the win- 
dow. 

“Nice pipes,” says Mr. Twitter. 

“You know those ‘El Ropos’ are a 
darned good smoke,” answers Mr. 
Bixby. 

10:31. Mr. Twitter looks quickly 
up and down the street. 

“Let’s go inside,” he suggests. 

Mr. Bixby looks up and down the * 
street before replying. 

“Let's,” he agrees. 

10:33. Mr. Twitter and Mr. Bixby 
seen leaving tobacco shop smoking 
cigars. 

“Upsets a fellow’s nerves to give 
up a habit too suddenly,” remarks 
Mr. Twitter. 

“Very dangerous indeed,” responds 


Mr. Bixby. T. H. L. 
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\ hat! Another National 


act 
the 
ob 
do 


Theatre? 


J HY is it that of the many 

projects for the establishment 
is country of a National Thea- 
none has ever come to any- 


e€ prime reason, we think, is 
the nation, executively speaking, 
10 more to do with the making, 
g or producing of plays or of 
ctors of plays than the national 
rvatory at Washington has to 
ith the pie industry. 


\rt, as a product, is no affair of 


an\ 
fro 
tho 
of 
bes! 
£10 
wh 
sor 
Civi 


Tec’ 


nation and should be as remote 

its control as the bounds of 
tht will permit—even the gold 
vernmental recognition has at 
. dubious ring. Witness the Le- 
(’'Honneur—for the bestowal of 
n the French government is 
ly taxed to find a citizen of any 
zed country who has not already 
ved it. 


But of all the blights that threaten 


the 
Fin 


fe, liberty and happiness of the 
Arts and most particularly the 


Drama, the most destructive is the 
blight of commercialism—and that, 
we fear, is the trouble with the pres- 
ent project for a National Theatre. 

With all due deference to the well- 
known sincerity of its sponsor, Mr. 
Augustus Thomas, the prominence 
of the commercial element in its 
board of directors, of which Mr. 
Abraham Lincoln Erlanger is Presi- 
dent and Mr. Lee Shubert, Execu- 
tive Chairman, makes it impossible 
for us to regard this as a purely 
altruistic enterprise. 


The Circle 


Tue boy knew nothing of love 
save what he learned from the 
magazines with red and _ yellow 
covers, published twice a month. He 
decided that love was a cheap magic, 
a rattle which Nature pokes into 
man’s face while she pilfers his 
watch. However, the boy grew up. 
He reached years of discretion and 
so learned what true love is. And 
so he was able to write fluently for 
the magazines with red and yellow 
covers, published twice a month. 


New York 
A Mid-W inter Pastel 


HE Metropolitan Opera House 
and slushy crossings, lunches at 
Pierre’s and colds in the head, lec- 
tures on Coué and oyster cocktails. 
Week-ends in Westbury and heated 
taxis, dances at the Ritz and windy 
corners, opening nights and hot lem- 
onade. Thés dansants and fur-lined 
gloves, college youths on vacation 
and Welsh rabbits, frozen milk and 
supper parties at the Club Royale. 
Umbrellas that blow inside out, 
steam-heated apartments, flappers in 
unbuckled galoshes, morning papers 
that are late, chinchilla wraps, motor 
cars that get stuck, snow men in 
Central Park, woolen underwear, ad- 
vertisements for Palm Beach, canned 
asparagus, blizzard prognostications, 
special matinées, ear-muffs, sore 
throats and recollections of last sum- 
mer. C. G. S. 


“Sue has got a lot of personality, 
hasn’t she ?” 

“Well, she weighs over two hun- 
dred,” 
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H A _ T- 
EVER be- 
falls in the world, 
it usually happens 
that someone is 
pleased, but pub- 
lic sentiment nowadays is proceeding 
to something like universal displea- 
sure. The World says of Secretary 
Hughes that he is the only Secretary 
of State who ever succeeded in con- 
ducting the foreign affairs of the 
United States so that he pleased no- 
body and displeased everybody. That 
reads true enough, but probably the 
general situation is partly to blame 
for it. Very likely Mr. Hughes does 
not even please himself, but so long 
as he is in agreement with Mr. 
Harding, it would not help matters 
for him to resign his office unless 
indeed he thought Mr. Harding 
would be helped by engaging a new 
Secretary who knew better than Mr. 
Hughes does what he wanted to do. 
For example, Mr. Hughes might re- 
sign and let the President engage 
Mr. Borah, or even a Democratic 
helper—some experienced man like 
Mr. John Davis—and so set up a 
coalition cabinet that might com- 
mand a sufficient support in Con- 
gress to do something. 

For Congress is pretty difficult. 
The information that Mr. Stanley 
Baldwin, the British negotiator, gave 
to his countrymen about it when he 
got home, was all true and quite de- 
pressing. He said the West had the 
power in the United States and that 
its mind was a good deal on wheat 
and hogs, and not very much on in- 
ternational matters, that it could not 
see the need of reducing the rate on 
the British debt to as low a figure as 
Mr. Baldwin would like, and that 
until it did see that need, the thing 
could not be done. Until the Weést- 
ern Congressmen can see that it is 
for the good of the world, including 
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the West, to lighten the burden of 
British taxpayers, the burden cannox 
be much lightened by us. The pro- 
posals that Mr. Baldwin took home 
would lighten it a little and to them 
Congress might agree, but it would 
still be too heavy. Probably the ad- 
ministration would be glad to give 
Mr. Baldwin the rate he wanted if 
Congress would consent 


8 

O people who permit them- 

selves to be discouraged, these 
must seem discouraging times. Every- 
body’s hands are in someone’s hair. 
France is making this very expen- 
sive military experiment in the Ruhr, 
while England looks on with disap- 
probation and these States politely 
excuse themselves from attendance on 
the proceedings. England and Tur- 
key squabble at Lausanne and we get 
all sorts of reports of what will be 
the outcome of their discussion. Mrs. 
Sheridan, as reporter for the World, 
tells us there was nothing bad that 
the Greeks did not do to the Turks 
when they had the chance, and that 
the best friends of the Armenians 
are now the Turks, whose spirit “is 
more Christian than the Christians’ ” 
and who are “the only people in Eu- 
rope to-day whose word of honor 
can be trusted.” This is news in- 
deed, and interesting if true, and sug- 
gests possibilities of disagreement in 
England about British policies in 
Turkey. 

Here the most active critics of the 
administration are such Republicans 
as Governor Lowden and Dr. Mur- 
ray Butler. If the way things are 
going in the world, including the 
United States, does not suit anybody, 
the prospects of a change may fairly 
be considered hopeful. Anyone who 
does not think so is invited to find 


a measure of consolation in the news 
that the work of American army ex- 
perts since the war has produced a 
new bullet for use in rifles and ma- 
chine guns which is expected to add 
thirty per cent. to the effectiveness 
of those weapons, so if mental effi- 
ciency is unequal to the solution of 
world problems we are fairly entitled 
to expect that when mechanical effi- 
ciency is again invited to solve them 
it will not be found wanting. If the 
world can get along any better with 
fewer people in it, that sort of relief 
at least can be counted on to come. 


a <a 


E seem to be relieved for the 

moment of the obligation, so 
imperfectly acceptable to human na- 
ture, of admiring anyone or approv- 
ing anything in sight. Let us be 
thankful for that relief. Even of our- 
selves we cannot think particularly 
well. This world then being so dis- 
enchanting to contemplate, it was a 
good time for the Rev. Vale Owen 
to come here and tell us about the 
next one. His information is all 
fresh; gotten over within a year or 
two from his mother who sometime 
since adjourned to the Beyond. He 
goes into more particulars than is 
usual with information of that char- 
acter, but on the whole it is reassur- 
ing to orderly persons. One thing 
Mr. Vale Owen reports is that no one 
in the Beyond is at all concerned 
about heresy. We get through, it 
seems, with all bother of that sort 
when we leave this world. We can 
undoubtedly get through with it he- 
fore we leave this world if we have 
reasonable sense and give our 
strength to doing what we under- 
stand, putting off conclusions about 
what we do not understand until we 
have time to gain further information. 

E. S. M. 
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m; I'l pay for him. But don’t forget he 
you fFetty well too. 
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Words and Music 


UR attitude toward musical comedy is gradually 

becoming one of numbed resignation. In the first 
flush of a reviewer’s youth (which, judging from most 
reviews, is between sixty-eight and seventy), we elbowed 
our way into a new musical show expecting to get several 
good laughs, one or two tunes that we could whistle, and 
perhaps a little carnal stimulation. Then, as we got none 
of these, we went out and told our neighbor that it was 
a terrible show.’ 

Years of such disappointment have mellowed us. We 
now expect nothing, and consequently unless we are made 
violently ill by a musical comedy we nod pleasantly and 
say “Not bad, not bad!” After all, that is very little to ask. 

Most of the comedy in “Lady Butterfly” does not pass 
even this elementary test. There are dozens of funny 
men rushing on, talking very fast, waving their arms, 
kicking each other, and rushing off again. With the ex- 
ception of Lionel Pape, who sits quietly cracking waluuts, 
they are terrible. Whether they would be so terrible if 
they didn’t have to repeat things like “Bon marché, pomme 
de terre,” it is hard to judge, but let us say that it is the 
fault of the lines, no one of which is under eighteen years 
of age. The jokes about Coué may be young in years but 
they seem older. We have now reached the stage whiere, 
when we hear a character make a beginning on “every 
day and in every way,” we start strangling. The man 
who established the tradition that a musical comedy joke 
should be timely has a great deal to answer for. Will 
Rogers is the only living person who can get away with 
timely material and he changes his every day. Further- 
more, his remarks are only frosted with timeliness, for 
underneath most of them lies a quality which makes them 
good for all time, as, for example, his warning that we 
mustn’t get into another war now because we haven't any 
slogan. If any wiser, more discerning satire for the ages 
than that has been produced in the last ten years, we 
haven't heard it. 





T is only fair to say that we were not constantly in 

need of medical care at “Lady Butterfly.” The piece 
has been effectively staged by Ned Wayburn; there is quite 
a lot of good dancing; once every hour or two something 
fairly funny is said, and, as there are always in any 
audience ten or a dozen people who have never heard the 
jokes before and who will laugh at anything, there is a 
general merriment abroad which makes the thing seem to 
be going with a bang. Furthermore, there is the breezy 
presence of Allen Kearns and Marjorie Gateson, which 





helps. There you have both sides of the case. Make 
your own decision. 


— 
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HE Winter Garden has been all done over, so that 
now it resembles the interior of a large gold tooth. 
It’s grand! 

The new show there is perhaps a little better than 
usual. This must not be taken as hysteria on our part. 
All we say is that it is perhaps a little better than usual. 
There is one good tune, and a couple of comedians (Jack 
Pearl and Lou Holtz) who occasionally pass the nausea 
test (imagine our chagrin when we discovered ourself 
laughing at Lou Holtz); Benny Leonard (himself) who 
is graceful and pleasant enough to-let himself be punched 
in the face and walked on by the comedian; Marie Dress- 
ler and, of all people, Cyril Scott. The addition of Cyril 
Scott and Gilda Leary to the cast hints at an unaccount- 
able scheme on the part of the Shuberts to tone up a 
Winter Garden show with some legitimate acting. The 
disadvantage to Miss Leary and Mr. Scott can hardly be 
offset by their refining influence on the show. 

We will say one thing nice. After all the comic prize- 
fights that have been done (especially Bobby Clark’s in 
his burlesque days), Messrs. Pearl and Leonard succeed 
in making theirs surprisingly fresh. And Marie Dressler 
in the Between-the-Acts skit offers some well-deserved 
dirty cracks at certain types of audience pest, most of 
whom laugh heartily at the scene while crawling over the 
feet of their neighbors on the way back to their seats. 





E did one of the most unfair things a reviewer can 

do at “A Square Peg.” We came in late. There- 
fore, when we found that in spite of stepping in emotion- 
ally cold-sober from the street to the middle of a scene 
of William B. Mack’s, we were immediately convinced 
of its reality, and that in spite of the amateur atmosphere 
of the Punch and Judy Theatre, we immediately were 
transported to the Huckins’ living-room in the Middle 
West, we figured out that it must be a pretty darned good 
play. 

A little of this favorable impression was dispelled as 
time went on, and catastrophe after catastrophe kept pil- 
ing up with almost burlesque rapidity, but we still feel 
that it is worth going to see from the beginning. In his 
story of a woman who should have been a business execu- 
tive but was instead miscast as a wife and mother (played 
by Beverly Sitgreaves), Lewis Beach has made a good, 
though self-conscious, start on the writing of longer plays, 
and Guthrie McClintic has cast it with a clear eye for 
the right people. 

R. C. B. 
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Owing to the time it takes to print Lire, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


More or Less Serious 


Dagmar. Selwyn.—Nazimova back from 
the movies in the regulation hot cereal. 


The Fool. Times Square.—Advertised as 
“The play which succeeded in spite of the 
Devil,” which certainly puts us in a bad 
ght. 

Ice Bound. Sam H. Harris.—To be re- 


ewed later. 
It Is the Law. Nora Bayes.—Murder 
ystery with reverse action. 
Jitta’s Atonement. Comedy.—Bertha 
Kalich in heavy tragedy which turns just 
efore daybreak into rather amusing comedy. 
Johannes Kreisler. Apollo.—aA scenic de- 
uch in forty-one changes, with Ben-Ami 
rrying a love story from scene to scene. 
The Last Warning. Klaw.—You probably 
ve never seen a thriller like this before. 
Listening In. Bijou.—Fun with ghosts. 
The Love Child. George M. Cohan’s.— 
tense French domestic troubles. 
Loyalties. Gaiety——An absorbing stor 
a robbery and its consequences, well 
itten and well acted. In short, grand. 
The Masked Woman. Eltinge.—J ust 
ut what you would expect from the name. 
The Merchant of Venice. Lyceum.— 
David Warfield as Shylock. You ought to 
know whether you like the play or not. 
The Moscow Art Theatre. Fifty-Ninth 


-Russia’s remarkable aggregation of 
yers on a limited visit. 

Peer Gynt. Garrick.—To be reviewed 
xt week. P 

Rain. Maxine Eliiott’s—A stirring and 


tter attack on the evangelical male, with 

anne Eagels leading in’ glorious fashion. 

Romeo and Juliet. Henry Miller’s.— 

ne Cowl charming as Juliet. 

R. U.. R. | Frazee.—Prophetic 

wing in thrilling manner the 
extermination of the human race. 

Seventh Heaven. Booth.—Emotional act- 
by Baten Menken in a wooden play of 

ris ite, 

Six Characters in Search of an Author. 
Princess.—A unique combination of Plato’s 
Idea and George M. Cohan kidding. 

A Square Peg. Punch and Judy.—Re- 

wed in this issue. 

Whispering Wires. Broadhurst.—Showing 
t safest way to kill a man. 

Will Shakespeare. National_—A glimpse 
at the Bard’s early life which furnishes a 
highly satisfying evening. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Republic.—‘So the 
Irishman says to the Jew, he says—” 

Give and Take. Forty-Ninth St.—Will 
peal to all who like “‘Abie’s Irish Rose.” 
The Humming Bird. Ritz.—Pretty poor. 
Kiki. Belasco—Lenore Ulric still throw- 
g life into the character of the Parisian 
cotte. 

The Laughing Lady. 
viewed later. 
Mary the 3rd. 
eviewed later. 
Merton of the Movies. Cort.—A _ tre- 
iendously appealing play, with Glenn Hunter 
s the hero. 

The Old Soak. Plymouth.—Conventional 
tayma, enlivened by observations frum Don 
Marquis’ likable dipsomaniac. 

_Passions for Men. Belmont.—O. P. Heg- 
tie in well-written comedy by the author of 
‘Liliom.” 

Polly Preferred. Little-—Imposs‘ble but 
imusing addition to the current drama of 
he movies. 

Rose Briar. Embire.—Billie Burke, oh 
so sweet, in something by Booth Tarkington. 


fantasy 
probable 


Longacre.—To be 


Thirty-Ninth St.—To be 


Fulton.—Sentiment and _ shooting 
bearable by Margaret 


Secrets. 
made more than 
Lawrence. 

So This Is London! Hudson.—Just what 
you have always heard British and Ameri- 
cans were like. 

Why Not? Forty-Eighth St.—The best 
comedy dialogue in town, aimed at marriage 
and divorce laws. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Better Times. Hippodrome.—There is 
always this. 

Caroline. Ambassador.—To be reviewed 
next week. 

Chauve-Souris. Century Roof.—Singing 


and dancing Russians. 
The Clinging Vine. _Knickerbocker.— 
Good all-around show, with Peggy Wood. 
The Dancing Girl. Winter Garden.— 
Reviewed in this issue. 
The Gingham Girl. 
right. 


Earl Carroll.—All 


Glory. Vanderbilt.—Nice music and, for 
a musical show, good acting. 

Greenwith Village Follies. Shubert 
Beautiful, and not without its lighter moments 
of fun. 

Lady Butterfly. 
issue. 

The Lady in Ermine. Century. 
and generally entertaining. 

Little Nellie Kelly. Liberty. 
Cohan stuff. 


Globe.—Reviewed in this 
Elaborate 


Whiz-bang 


Liza. Daly’s.—Negro entertainers going 
at top speed. 

Music Box Revue. Music Box.—Showing 
what you can do with money. 

Sun Showers. Astor.—To be reviewed 
later. 

Up She _ Goes. Playhouse.—Extremely 
pleasant. 

Wildflower. Casino.—To be reviewed later. 


Ziegfeld Follies. New Amsterdam.—The 
old Follies with some new acts. 
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Dr. Mellin reviews a parade of Mellin’s Food Babies. 





























The Great Moment 


T sunrise I arrived in front of 

the jeweler’s window with my 
camp chair, my coal-oil stove, my 
bucket of coffee and my basket of 
rolls. 

Shortly after sunrise the jeweler 
came and unlocked his store and went 
in and started to put trays into his 
window. 

I sat there for an hour and decided 
to cook my breakfast. That is, I put 
the coffee on to boil and took two 
rolls from the basket. People. were 
beginning to appear on the street on 
the way to their morning’s work. 
You have read about that phenome- 
non before, so I shall not go into 
details. 

Newsboys began to cry their 
wares (morning papers). I bouglit 
a New York Times, since for one 
day in my life I had no interest in 
succinctness. 

More and more people appeared on 
the streets. I noticed each fifteen 
mir.utes that the people were a lit- 
tle bit better dressed than the people 
had been fifteen minutes before. 
“The later to work, the better dress- 
ed,” I observed. 

The jeweler was still putting trays 
into his window. 

I was out near the edge of the 
sidewalk so as not to block the better- 
and better-dressed pedestrians on 
their way to their day’s work. How 
interesting to think of these people, 
to wonder what kind of homes they 
came from, and to what kind of 
tasks they were going. How interest- 
ing are people. 

Though the day was chilly, I was 





real cozy and homelike with my 
camp chair; my little oil stove, now 
glowing, and my bucket of coffee, 
now boiling merrily as if it shared 
the eagerness of my day’s adventure. 
(It is simply killing how inanimate 
objects, such as a bucket of coffee, 
catch the spirit of things.) 

I had a pleasant breakfast and set- 
tled down for a pipe and a long look 
at my paper. Of course people look- 
ed at me, and a policeman studied me 
as he passed. The jeweler did not 
look up, however, as he continued to 
put trays into his window. 

Nine, ten, eleven o'clock passed. 

The policeman had returned and 





passed up and down the block sey- 
eral times, looking at me harder each 
time. He finally connected me, some. 
how, with the jewelry store, and took 
a stand in a stairway a short dis- 
tance up the street. 


Noon came, and I boiled myself 
some more coffee and ate some more 
rolls. The jeweler did not look up as 
he continued to put trays into his 
window. 


After noon, my interest in the win- 
dow increased. I took out my stop- 
watch. At last the window was filled. 
I pressed the trigger of my stop- 
watch, threw my hat to the side- 
walk; every muscle was as tense as 
steel. In exactly three minutes, twen- 
ty-four seconds and seven-tenths, the 
jeweler started to take the trays out 
of his window again. 


“Hurrah! Hurrah!” I cried. “I 
have added to the scientific know!- 
edge of the world!” 


The policeman came over to me 
“Say, you, I’ve been watching yo 
What you up to? Tell me straight.” 

“All my life,’ I replied, “I've 
wanted to see a jeweler’s windo 
when they weren't putting things ; 
or taking them out and I’ve alway 
wondered how long they left then 
in and now I know. It’s three min- 
utes, twenty-four seconds and seven- 
tenths, less time than it takes t& 
hard-boil an egg. I call that 
apotheosis of futility, don’t you?” 

“I don’t know,” answered the coy 
“but you move on.” D. H 
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Movie Director: Tll be ready to shoot “The Taming of the Shrew” on Monday. 


Manager: All right. Ring up the Zoo an’ see if they'll loan us one. 
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“Yer car needs gas, mister.” 





21 


“That car had five gallons of gas the day before yesterday and that’s every dam’ drop it’s 


| HAVE just received a copy of 


him last November. 


the Game Laws for 1922 from my 
ngressman. Of course it is now 
23, but the government printer 
bably had a lot of extra copies 
hand, and it doesn’t cost any- 
ing to mail them, and anyhow, 
» old gentleman wanted to show 

appreciation of my voting for 
I would have 
ted for him too, if it hadn’t been 
it I had gone around in 82 the 


‘ay before, and found myself in our 


lection Day Tournament. (I might 
ld that it was the only time I did 
nd myself all that day.) 

These game laws make for read- 
ig that is at once interesting and 


entertaining. Two examples picked 


t random show (1) that one buck 
; the game limit in Maryland, which 
vould seem to disprove the theory 


that the Marylanded gentry are in 
the habit of playing for high stakes ; 


2) that introduced pheasants may 


be shot in Alabama from November 


going to get till to-morrow! 


Game Laws for Game Lawyers 


15 to December 14, and my only 
comment on that is that the game 
wardens and hunters must know 
their birds darn well to remember 
who has been introduced and who 
hasn’t! And what should a hunter 
do if he meets a bird he doesn’t 
know? Cut him dead, I suppose, so 
long as he can’t kill him with his 
gun. 

Although my Congressman is get- 
ting pretty well along in years now— 
he is apparently so feeble that he has 
to use a rubber stamp to sign his 
name—he is always do‘ng little 
kindnesses of that sort for me, and 
this last gift of sporting law has 
determined me on a course of re- 
ciprocal activity. 

So I am submitting this set of 
Game Laws for Congressmen. You 
often read of their going gunning 
after one thing or another, and this 
bit of exclusive legislation for them 
should be greatly appreciated, as it 
will settle the question, once and for 





all, as to what constitutes fair game 
for our federal administrative bodies 
and what does not: 


Oren SEASONS 1923 
ee Jan. 1 to 
Dec. 31 incl. 
Soldiers’ Bonus ............+. Every third 
week. 
Ku Klux Kian ............ Now and then. 
Employment ...........+ During strikes. 
PRED, -clasinsnsinrrunctntenn Just before 
every election. 
TIOUD  Novaiehclciscaineabiiiticaes Whenever a 


constituent is looking. 


No Oren SEASON 

Henry Cabot Lodge, General Saw- 
yer, Prohibition, Franking privileges, 
Pork (except as above indicated), 


Filibusters, Hospitalization ‘“ex- 
perts,” Congressmen, Senators, 
Lynching. 

A.C. M.A 
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“Sam, yo’ sho’ has got de easiest job I knows of, ridin’ aroun’ on dat thing all day long!” 
“Easy job! Me! Man—man, yo’ don’ know dis machine has forty horse power, does yo’? An’ 
furthermo’ yo’ don’ know when I’se whappin’ dem forty horses dey is pullin’ an’ pullin’— 


A Personally Conducted 
Revolt 


HE questionnaire type of ad- 

vertisement is becoming more 
and more prevalent. Like grasshop- 
pers in a Kansas wheat field, queries 
about your and my musical’ tastes, 
manners and even more personal 
subjects leap out of the advertising 
pages every month. 

Indeed, it is impossible to open a 
periodical nowadays without striking 
some “ad” the writer of which shows 
more solicitude about my welfare 
than even my parents ever did. 

Finally, I have in desperation 
made up my mind that the advertisers 
have got to stop butting into my 
affairs. With the end in view 
of setting an example which should 
end this perpetual inquisition, I have 
compiled a series of answers to the 
questions they ask. 

I therefore want it thoroughly 
understood that I do not get red in 
the face when introduced to a clever 
girl at a party, that this offer is 
not too marvelous to be believed, that 


who yo’ think holds dem forty horses back?” 


I haven't an idea of what opportu- 
nity is, that I play the oboe, traps, 
kettledrum, bass viol, ocarina, jew’s- 
harp, calliope, celesta and pipe organ 
perfectly, that I don’t want to be a 
good dancer, that I can spell, read 
and write, that I cannot stutter, that 
this job is not too big for me, that 
if a fellow passed a rude remark to 
my wife on the street I would run 
away, taking her along if possible, 
that I would rather be both of these 
men, that I do not want to make 
more money and that I can swim. 
Now, darn them, maybe they'll 
leave me alone! B. I. 


The First Valentine 


Across obliterating years, 
Envoy to a forgotten shrine, 
This ghost of yesterday appears— 
A message “To My Valentine.” 


Tawdry its glories seem to-day. 
Banal the sentiments here versed. 

Yet none of those that followed may 
Dispute its place: this was the first. 


A. H. 


I Ruin Sunday 


AM volume incarnate. 

I litter the living-room with litho- 
graphic slapstick. 
I fill the dining-room with want ads 
I congest the kitchen with crime 
[ carpet the conservatory with 
society twitter. 
I blanket the library with automobile 
and theatrical publicity piffle. 
I corrupt the nursery and cram tlie 
ash can. 
I am the world’s biggest bundle of 
murder, mush, elopement, divorce, 
alimony, chorus girls, prehistoric 
animals, President Harding, magni- 
fied microbes, garters, real estate un- 
rest, sport sputter, book bosh, bird’s- 
eyes, and bathing beauties. 
I break up breakfast. 
I wreck the day of rest. 
I am a hell of a start for a perfectly 
good week. 
I am the Sunday paper. 





An Evening in Moscow 


NE evening, in the good old 

days before the Revolution, I 
was dining with my father’s old 
friend, Madame Blatsky, in her cozy 
little palace in Moscow. Prince 
Porloff was there and Mlle. Fler, 
the Viennese dancer. Though my 
ancestors handled the sheets on the 
Mayflower, I was born in Russia; 
and | was always received kindly in 
the most cultivated society that ever 
existed on this planet. 

Prince Porloff was to handle the 
evening’s entertainment. He was 

ysterious : we were to witness “the 

sation of Moscow.” He con- 
veyed, by delicate allusion, that I 

as somehow or other an integral 
part of it. 

‘You, my friend,” he said, gaily, 

ill be the key.” Mlle. Fler was 
enchanted and excited. 

He carried us to a little theatre 

had never seen before and ex- 
plained on the way that he was to 

ow us a little troupe of “Ameri- 

n artists” that was fast becoming 

e rage. I very naturally wondered 

hat particular representative of my 

untry had been able successfully 

» sell coal in Newcastle. 

We were comfortably seated in 
our box when the stage curtain 
parted and a tall chap who must 

ive been about “three weeks out” 

om Indiana stepped out to the foot- 
ehts. He was greeted with sturdy 
applause. Then, in execrable Rus- 
sian, this man began gently to kid 
ie audience— 

I glanced at the program. It was 
headed by the single word, “Hash.” 

“What is it, this word, ‘Ahsh’ ?” 
hispered Mlle. Fler. I answered 
tentatively that it signified a com- 
hination of many things: being cau- 
tious, I did not hint “left-overs.” 

The first title that caught my eye 
vas: “Sunday-School Picnic in 
-anesville, Ohio,”—or so I read the 
meaning of the Russian. Perhaps, I 
iay be excused for omitting a de- 
‘ription of this lively turn: it was 
vell received. Then the smiling 
loosier presented a Kansas farmer 
nd his co-workers who shuffled to 

somewhat garnished rendering of 

Turkey-in-the-Straw.” 

“A folk-dance of the American 
peasantry?” the Viennese dancer 
iurmured. I looked carefully 
round to make sure we were not 
overheard before answering. 


Howard: Where can I get a family tree? 
Jay: Have you tried a nursery? 


There was a cluster of interesting 
bits. “The Drummer Orders His 
Breakfast”—this was in English 
with an _ indistinct translation— 
turned on some fun about prunes, 
ending with the catch: 
“Strawberries may come and straw- 

berries may go, 

But prunes go on forever.” 

Gentle gusts of high-bred laugh- 
ter greeted this effective wind-up. 

“Barbara Frietchie” was given in 
full with appropriate tableaux. When 
“The Shade of the Old Apple Tree” 
was announced, I held my breath— 
yet nerve won the day; for the lan- 
tern-slides illustrating this ballad 
were received as primitive art. The 
plantation songs went over big—to 
put it mildly, and the crap-game 


with its “Wham! Ah shoots seben!” 
made the grade nicely. 

Madame Blatsky was delighted 
and Mile. Fler plied me with the 
most searching questions. I tried 
my best to play up to the spirit of 
the evening. The last number end- 
ed in a whirl of banjos. 

Prince Porloff had reserved the 
great surprise. We had supper at 
Yard's. All around us were enthu- 
siastic Russians, delighted, entranced, 
enchanted with the western artists. 
The Prince bobbed out and re- 
turned with the American impre- 
sario. It was none of my affair. I 
congratulated him heartily, I really 
wished him the best of luck. He 
rewarded me with a magnificent 


wink. O. M. 








“Peg o’ My Heart” 
LTHOUGH the moving pic- 
tures have produced a profusion 

of great comedians—as witness 
Charlie Chaplin, Harold Lloyd, Bus- 
ter Keaton and the lesser clowns— 
they have been singularly devoid of 
great comediennes. The female of 
the species has proved to be more 
deadly serious than the male. 

There is of course one notable 
exception—Mabel Normand; but 
Miss Normand is the only one. Or 
rather, was the only one. 

For Laurette Taylor has entered 
the silent drama, and good old “Peg 
o’ My Heart” is the sturdy vehicle 
which has carried her through the 
pearly portals of that shadowy realm 
which is technically known as “film- 
dom.” 

“Peg o’ My Heart” as a picture 
is a fairly exact reproduction of “Peg 
o’ My Heart” as a play. It was 
directed by the competent King Vi- 
dor, under the watchful supervision 
of its author, J. Hartley Manners. 
The original flavor of the piece is 
there, with some of the original ho- 
kum. 

But Laurette Taylor is the whole 
story. Without her “Peg o’ My 
Heart” would be a good, average 
film. With her, it is a thing of 
beauty. By her presence, she has 
transformed a strip of celluloid into 
a fairylike ribbon of spun gold. 


“Omar the Tentmaker”’ 
RIENTAL photoplays are al- 
ways popular with the organ- 

ists in movie parlors, as they prac- 
tically furnish their own music cues. 
For the love scenes, there is Cesare 
Cui’s “Orientale”; for the deep-dyed 
villainy, “Chanson d’Inde”; for the 
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Bagdad street scenes, Grieg’s “Hall 
of the Mountain King,” and for the 
more melodramatic episodes, almost 
any good Bacchanale will do. 

“Omar the Tentmaker” should be 
the organist’s delight. It plays upon 
all the emotions that the perfumes of 
Araby could provoke, and calls for 
an almost continuous accompaniment 
of tom-toms. 

It is Richard Walton Tully’s 
screen version of his own immensely 
popular play, with Guy Bates Post 
doing business at his old stand in the 
title role.. It is beautifully set, and 
generally well acted, but the story 
isn’t always entirely coherent. 

There are moments when the 
spectator doesn’t quite know whether 
the evil Hasan has really abducted 
the fair Shirreen, or if so, whether 
Nizam-ul-Mulk will arrive in time 
to save Omar from the torturer. And 
there are other moments when the 
spectator doesn’t really care. 

Mr. Tully should have numbered 
his players, so that the crowd in the 
cheering sections might know just 
who was scoring the touchdowns 
and who was fumbling. 

Nevertheless, “Omar the Tent- 
maker” is intermittently thrilling; 
and it is always pleasant to behold. 


“Tillers of the Soil” 


HE editor of this department 

is supposed to write his reviews 
from an “audience” point of view. 
That is to say, he must submerge his 
own opinions (if such a thing is 
possible), and base his calculations 
solely upon the popular appeal which 
pictures may possess. 

This is all very well. But some- 
times I see a photoplay which vio- 
lates all the laws of the box-office, 
and which consequently can never 


reach the eyes of the public—but 
which, in my far from infallibie 
opinion, is remarkably good. What, 
under the circumstances, am I to say ? 


ECENTLY, I was privileged t 

see a French film called “Tillers 
of the Soil,” which has been imported 
and translated by Myron Stearns. | 
am not guilty of exaggeration when | 
say that it is one of the most tre 
mendously moving moving-pictures 
in the history of the screen. And yet 
Mr. Stearns tells me that he can’ 
get it into any self-respecting thea 
tre. It is too good. 

Its story, which is superlative], 
simple, concerns itself with the de 
votion of the French peasants to th: 
soil from which they spring and unto 
which they must eventually return 
On this foundation is built a tale oi 
two brothers—who are, in effect 
Cain and Abel. Cain sticks to the 
soil. Abel goes forth into the world 
to woo the goddess of art. 

I don’t know the names of the di- 
rectors or any of the players in “Til- 
lers of the Soil,” but I do know that 
they are all great artists. After | 
had seen their picture, I felt as 
if they had put me through a churn. 
They struck deep. 

This review is a shameful waste of 
space; because, even if I do recom- 
mend “Tillers of the Soil,” my sug- 
gestion will be valueless to persons 
who will never have an opportunity 
to see it. 

However, the age-old impulse (as 
the sub-titles call it) is too strong. | 
can’t refrain from giving this meager 
credit where credit is due. 


R. E. S. 


(Recent Developments will be found 
on page 30) 
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Kodak Welcomes Winter 


There’s a tang to the air and a zest to the occasion that give 
lite and action to the pictures you make. 


Winter prints contribute prized pages to your album. 


And it’s all easy the Kodak way—and all fun. 


Autographic Kodaks $6.50 up 


Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester, N.Y. rie Kodak city 
™! 

















Nocturne 


It was the sweetest little lady stick-yp; 

So saintly good was she . 

The cops all wondered where the kid 
could pick up 





The street-car was very crowded and 
the old colored man just managed to 
get one foot on the lower step and his 
hands on the hand-rail. When the 
conductor called out briskly, “Fares, 
please,” he retorted in amazement, 
“Mah Lawd, man, yo’ ain't collectin’ 
off’n de sidewalk, is yo’?” 

—Washington Star. 


The Big Scene 
MAGISTRATE: Come, we will recon- 
struct the action and the scene of the 
crime. 
CRIMINAL (proudly): Oh certainly, 
your honor ... is this for the movies? 
—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 


Careers 
The honors that a husband wins 
exalt his wife’s position in society; the 
honors that a wife gains belittle her 
husband in the eyes of the world. 
—Charleston News and Courier. 


“Wat is the death rate in your 
town?” 
“About two per automobile.” 
—Boston Transcript. 





VINDICTIVE 
“My former fiancée must bear a ter- 
rible grudge! Eve 
me with her dog she 
can’t wag it at me.” 
—Fliegende Blatter (Munich). 


olds his tail so he 


Such perfect piety. 


She cast her eyes up in a kind of glory, 
Most mystical and meek: . ; 
“Oh, Gawd!” she prayed (it made a 
front page story), 
“Don’t let ’em catch my sheik!” 


The cops all started in to sniff and 
hiccup, 
The sob sisters to sob, 
“Ums is the loveliest little lady sti *k-up 
That ever pulled a job.” 


The captain banged his fist upon the 
table 
(The sob sisters all flinched) ; 
“Girlie,” he choked, as well as he was 
able, 
“Your boy friend shan’t be pinched!” 
—Keith Preston, in Chicago News. 


Quivers and Quakes 
YoutH: Paw, what’s a_ nervous 
breakdown ? 
Mr. Cuucerns: The stalling of your 
motor on the return from a trip to 


ome Che pushes Canada.—American Legion Weekly, 


Ir used to be the cowcatcher ; it’s the 
carcatcher now.—Dallas News. 
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And Wouldn’t it be Happier 
For you to Smile than Pout, 
And So make Sunshine 

in the House, 
When there is none without? 


Read 


and you will have sunshine, 

quite regardless of the weather. 
The old rhyme is just as true now as in 
childhood days—a smile on the faces of 
the family does mean sunshine in the 
house, and that smile is sure if they read 
Lire, with Its Laugh on Every Page. Try 
it for a year, or else try our 


Special Offer 


Enclosed find One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, Foreign $1.40). 
Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








Open only to new subscribers; no subscriptions renewed at this rate. 


LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York 
One year $5 Canadian $5.80 Foreign rity 
( 

















“You should have attended Edna’s birthday party; 
she had the most gorgeous cake!” 

“Oh! I imagine it must have been a brilliant 
affair with so much candle-light.” 























It is not too much to say that the little symbol—Body 
by Fisher—is accepted now as an indication that the car 
conforms throughout to the highest standards of value. 


FISHER BODY CORPORATION, DETROIT 
CLEVELAND WALKERVILLE, ONT. ST. LOUIS 


FISHER 









The dread Pyorrhea 
begins with bleeding gums 


YY ORRHEA'S infecting germs cause 
many ills. ledical science has 


proved this. 

Many diseased conditions are now 
known oftento be theresultof Pyorrhea 
germs that breed in pockets about the 
teeth. Rheumatism, anaemia, nervous 
disorders and other diseases have 
been traced in many cases to this 
Pyorrhea infection. 

Don’t let Pyorrhea work its wicked 
will on your body. Visit your dentist 
frequently for teeth and gum im 
spection. 

And watch your gums yourself. 
Pyorrhea, which afflicts four out 
of five people over forty, begins 
with tender and bleeding gums; / 
then the gums recede, theteethde- | 
cay, loosen and fallout,ormustbe | | 
extracted to rid the system of 


poisons generated at their 4 
Forhan's For the Gums will [> 
heck its 5 


keepsthe gums hardand healthy 
—the teeth white and clean, 
Start using it today. If a 
shrinkage set in use For- 
han’s according to directions 
and consult a dentist imme- 
diately for specialtreatment, 

35c and 60c tubes in 

. S. and Canada. 


Formula of 
R. J. Forhan, D. D.& 




















A CUT-OUT 


Edwina (after elopement_ tiff): 
Leave me, John—I wish to be alone! 
—Bystander (London). 
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OUR FOOLISH 
CONTEMPORARIES 

7 — 
The Old Way Is Better 


Now comes the news that in sev- 
eral states on the mainland marriage 
by radio has ‘been declared illegal. 

We can easily see that there would 
be confusion in the broadcasting of the 
marriage ritual. By listening in, we 
might hear something like this: 


Minister: “Do you uta-dah-dah-ta- 
ta-tahadtadah Eloise Inch take this 
prunes closed firm to be your Texas 
Gulf oil preferred 34 bid 36 lawfully 
wedded titmouse and woodchuck fable 
by Millicent Muddle ?” 

Answer: “Shake a little shimmie on 
the shores of Kakaako.” 

Minister: “Do you, Clarence snap- 
snap-snap-buzz-click take this bedtime 
story by Kenneth Knee to be your law- 
fully wedded Sousa’s band in new and 
novel program?” 

. ANSWER: “Goodbye, Tootsie, good- 
ye.” 

Minister: “IT pronounce you McKin- 
ley high school glee club in songs and 
instrumental music.” 

—Honolulu Star-Bulletin. 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 


Per Request 

Rastus, ever since coming back from 
the war, was proudest of the proud 
because of the empty O. D. sleeve that 
hung limply at his side. To all who 
asked and to some who didn’t he ex- 
plained that he had lost his arm charg- 
ing a “’sheen gun nest.” 

“Huccum yo’ so disregardless of yo’ 
health yo’ chahge dat ’sheen gun nest?” 
inquired an envious friend. 

“Hmph!” grunted Rastus. “Dey 
*pointed volunteers an’ I was one of 
dem.”—American Legion Weekly. 


The Perfect Servitor 

Butter: Her Ladyship’s instructions, 
Sir John, that, as you-have a cold, I 
was to bring you up a glass of hot milk 
with a little something in it. 

InvaALip: Hot milk, Thompson! Me! 
I’ll throw it at you. 

Butter: Yes, Sir John. That’s why 
I’ve only brought up “the little some- 
thing in it.”—Punch. 


His Professional Reputation 
Tue Doctor (to nervous patient) : 
To err is human; one can be wrong in 
one’s diagnosis . . . but speaking for 
myself, I have never had any comeback 
from clients upon’whom I have oper- 
ated—even when they died from the 
result of the operation. 
—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 


Poor Kid! 
“Would your little sister like some 
fancy pastry?” 
“Oh, I don’t think so, thank you. 
She’s just eaten her paper cap and a 
fig!”—Glasgow Bulletin. 


Ford Story 


Unconfirmed reports say an African 
lion swallowed a flivver a few weeks 
ago. He forgot to shut off the engine, 
however, and shook to death in fifteen 
minutes—New York Globe. 
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Escaping the Critics 

He was showing his friends 
house. 

“This,” he said, “is an idea of my 
own. It is my bridge-whist room.” 

“How very small! There is room 
here only for four chairs.” 

“Yes,” he replied, “that’s the idea. 
I wanted to have one place whicre we 
could play bridge without being bothered 
by the experts who merely want to 
look on.” —Detroit Free Press. 


is new 


“How do you know that the thief who 
stole your car was a professional?” 

“No amateur could have started that 
car.”—Kasper (Stockholm). 











“At least you could take off your 
hat and return his greeting! 
—Sans-Géne (Paris). 


An Easy Way to = 


Remove Dandruff 

If you want plenty of thick, beautiful, 
glossy, silky hair, do by all means get rid 
of dandruff, for it will starve your 
and ruin it if you don’t. ; 

The best way to get rid of dandruff is to 
dissolve it. To do this, just apply a litte 
Liquid Arvon at night before retiring; us 
enough to moisten the scalp, and rub it 
gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most, if not all, of you 
dandruff will be gone, and three or for 
more applications should completely t 
move every sign and trace of it. 

You will find, too, that all itching of th 
scalp will stop, and your hair will look 
font . nanan times aeter. You Fe Lis 

iquid Arvon at any store. 
ounce bottle is ail a that is needed 

The R. L. Watkine Co., Cleveland, Obie. 
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The Old Gods Go 


“ HUFF!” said St. Valentine 

wearily as he tossed his halo 
into a corner of the Celestial Players 
Club and sank down in an easy chair 
before the open fire. 

“You said it,” replied St. Nicholas 
—or Santa Claus, to give him his 
more popular name. He opened one 
eve and closed it again. 

““My job is getting as bad as 
yours, Nick,” remarked the former. 
“Time was—” 

Santa Claus groaned. “Don’t talk 
about I won’t be recovered until 
July. | never had such a Christmas. 
Presents all over the blooming place, 
. Rolls-Royces. . . 





grand pianos . . 
aeroplanes. . .” 

“Exactly. My little holiday, of 
course, Joesn’t hold a bayberry can- 
dle to yours; but, by Huyler’s, it 
soon \ Do you know what a val- 
entine is, Nick?” 

Nick snorted. “What do you think 
I am, a cherub? It’s a lot of lace 
paper and red hearts—and a terribly 
bad verse. Or else it’s an illustrated 


Ask Any Beauty 


: worse dog How she beautifies her teeth 
He chuckled sleepily. “Back in 1813 


. thi ” If all women knew what millions 
I sent bird to St. Swithin. . . hance, Chae weal al Geath Gesth tn 
That shows what you know this new way. 
about it, old Beaver. A 1923 valen- Ask anyone with glistening teeth. 
tine anything you wanted for You see them everywhere today. You 
Christmas and didn’t get. Anything, will probably learn that the reason 
my boy, provided it’s no worse than 


lies in this new-day method. 
Then you can see the results on 
a string of pearls and no better than yomr own teeth if you make this de- 
the controlling interest in an up- ightful test. 


and-doing oil well.” Clouded by film 


“So” said St. Nick. “Stealing my The natural tooth luster is clouded 
stuff ¢ by film. At first the film is viscous. 
“Not voluntarily. My day“used to You can feel itnow. It clings to teeth, 
be one of romance, of sentiment and ome Soeneee owe ~ — we i . 
res ot .. discolor it. If no 
humo Timid lovers made the most removed, it Serums dingy coats. Tartar 
of their one-half of one per cent. of is based on film. And few things do 

nerve. Old trysts were recalled, new more to mar beauty. 
gallantries were performed. Mushy, Film ‘also holds food substance 
ec. Pansies thal tentte. Gen” which ferments and forms acid. It 
. = ger, ; holds the acid in contact with the 
said St. Nick, I’ve strug- teeth to cause decay. Germs breed by 
mg lately watching the old millions in it. They, with tartar, are 
s, philosophic, spiritual feel- the chief cause of pyorrhea. Thus most 
Christane cverwhelaed ty tooth troubles are now traced to film. 

new, horrible, materialistic, 

earthy grab-bag, but I never thought 


Very few escaped 
‘ Tooth troubles were constantly in- 
your twopenny-ha’penny festival— creasing. Beautiful teeth were seen 
if you can call it that—would be less often than now. So dental science 
by the same profane finger.” 
|, it is,’ announced St. Val- 


Able authorities proved these meth- 
ods effective. Then a new-type tooth 
paste was created, based on new dis- 
coveries. These two great film com- 
batants were embodied in it. 

The name of that tooth paste is 
Pepsodent. Careful people of some 
fifty nations now use it, largely by 
dental advice. 


Corrects mistakes 


Pepsodent also corrects mistakes 
made in tooth pastes of the past. It 
multiplies the alkalinity of the saliva. 
That is there to neutralize mouth 
acids, the cause of tooth decay. 

It multiplies the starch digestant in 
the saliva. That is there to digest 
starch deposits which may otherwise 
ferment and form acids. 

Former tooth pastes brought just 
opposite effects. They depressed these 
natural tooth-protecting agents. 





Your home needs 





Everyone in your home should 
adopt this method. They will when 
they see the results. 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. 
Note how clean the teeth feel after 
using. Mark the absence of the vis- 
cous film. See how teeth whiten as the 
filmcoats disappear. 

The results in one week will de- 
light and convince you. Cut out the 
coupon now. 


saw the need for better cleansing 
entine, gloomily. “It’s out of my film: One acts to curdle film, one to 


methods. 

Research found two ways to fight 
hands. They're using their own ideas remove it, and without any harmful 
now.” : scouring. 


“One thing’s a comfort,” said St. 





PAT. OFF. 





Nick drowsily, “if these new ideas 
keep up—and what's going to stop 
them ?-—we shall put in a few more 
years ‘or the sake of appearances, 
and then—” 

“Yes?” inquired St. Valentine. 

“We can retire permanently.” 

And St. Nicholas pointed his re- 
mark with a heavy snore. 

H. WH. 





Pepsadent 


The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant, 
which whitens, cleans and protects 
the teeth without the use of harm- 
ful grit. Now advised by leading 
dentists the world over. 








10-Day Tube Free™ 





THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
Dept.736, 1104S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to 


Only one tube to a family 




















Worlds 


‘For two score years the world’s most cele 
brated artists have hailed Conns supreme in 
quality because of perfect tune, beautiful tone 
and exclusive features which make them 
easier to play. 
Conn is the only manufacturer 
of the wr. ty band instrumen- 
tation. Choose the instrument 
that suits your talent—to be sure 
it’s the best insist on Conn. 
Free Trial; Easy Payments. 
Send for Free Book and details 
on any instrument. 
Highest Honors at World’s 
Expositions, 
Dealers and agents throughout 
the country. Factory branches in 
many large cities. 
Cc. G. CONN, Ltd. 

221 Conn Bidg., Elkhart, Ind. 

SOUSA 





Endorses Conn 

















When Jonesville Travels 


“Sittinc up till midnight to 
catch the Cannon Ball was the 
chief thrill of going away from 
Jonesville, when I first knew the 
town,” said the gray-headed commer- 
cial traveler. “To-day, when one of 
my customers is going to New York 
he has his dinner at the Hotel New 
Trianon—it used to be the Smith 
House—goes to the first show at 
the New Paradise Theater, and then 
taxis down to the station and goes to 
bed on a car which during the night 
will be pushed down to the junction 
and hooked on the Limited without 
waking him up. 

“T remember on my first visit the 
leading merchant told me he had just 
come back from a trip on a sleeping 
car and had lain awake all night 
worrying about the money in his 
pants’ pocket. He goes to Palm 
Beach every winter now in a state- 
room and whatever money he takes 
with him on the train he expects to 
leave there. 

“The biggest change is in the 
women. In those days they used to 
be afraid of the porter; now they 
won’t make reservations on the Night 
Express because it doesn’t carry a 
ladies’ maid. 

“Tt was the thing then for a family 
to carry a train luncheon in a shoe- 
box. Nowadays when a plate glass 
dining-car door is smashed by some 
impatient passenger it’s ten chances 
to one the guilty person did his early 
traveling with a lunch basket in the 
rack above his head.” 

McC. H. | 
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THE SILENT DRAMA 


Recent Developments 








(The 


ment will 


regular Silent Drama depart- 
be found on page 24) 


Second Fiddle. Hodkinson—A meek 
little comedy which grows up to be a 
red-blooded melodrama. Well written 
by Frank Tuttle, and adorned by the 
graceful Glenn Hunter. 


The Hottentot. First National.— 
Douglas MacLean as a young man who 
is afraid of horses, and who conse- 
quently wins a steeplechase The story 
moves fast, and is consistently funny. 


One Week of Love. Selznick—An- 
other version of “The Sheik,” with 
Elaine Hammerstein and Conway Tearle 
looking daggers at each other. Mr. 
Tearle is excellent. 


The Strangers’ Banquet. Goldwyn.— 
Marshall Neilan’s five-ring circus. Each 
ring is all right in its way, but five are 
too many on one screen. 


Drums of Fate. Paramount—Mary 
Miles Minter in a melodrama of dark- 
est Africa. It is pretty foolish. 


Gimme. Goldwyn—Rupert Hughes 
goes back to the “Dangerous Curve 
Ahead” theme, and improves it vastly. 
Helene Chadwick gives another excel- 
lent performance as a harassed young 
wife. 

Salome. 
va'’s_ beautiful 
Wilde’s play. 


United Artists—Nazimo- 
production of Oscar 


It isn’t a box-office hit. 


Hunting Big Game in Africa. Snow. 
—An intensely interesting exposé of 
the dark continent, with elephants, dik- 
diks, hippopotami, vultures and Ford 
cars in the cast. 


Robin Hood. United Artists—Doug- 
las Fairbanks adds another romantic 
figure to his repertoire. It is in many 
ways the greatest movie of all. 








Free—To Try 
Send for Trial Bottle 


Dont 
Be Gray 


When I can stop it 


To let gray hair spoil your looks, by making 
you seem old, is so unnecessary when Mary T. 
Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer will bring back 
the original color surely and safely. Very easily 
applied—you simply comb it through the hair. 
No greasy sediment to make your hair sticky 
or stringy, nothing to wash or rub off — just 
beautiful, natural, becoming hair. 

My Restorer is a clear, colorless liquid, clean 
as water. No danger of streaking or discolora- 
tion, restored color is even and natural in all 
lights. Faded or discolored hair restored just 
as successfully and naturally as gray hair. 

Mail Coupon Today 
for the nted Free Trial 
which contalns's tral Notlo'et Mary T Goldmear's Hie 
e hestover and full fastrestions for ar. ng 
ing test on one lock of hair. ae color of hair with X. 

Print Sanae ond odieanghaide. bi Sees caress aeber 

your hair in your 


Please print your name and address“ 
TRIAL Mary T. Goldman, 
eel Te SM 86488 Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. | 


Please send ited Eyee Trial O Outfit. x shows 

| oor of hai Bink | 
.--- auburn (dark red 

| Rebteabara Gight red). 


FREE 
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‘DREER’S 1923 GARDEN 


BOOK IS READY 


The most complete catalogue of Seeds an’! Plants 
published. A large k of 224 pages, wit! & color 
plates and hundreds of photo-engravings of Flowers 
and Vegetables. Invaluable to amateur 
fessional gardeners for the cultural informat/or 
piled by experts and from Dreer’s 85 years’ 
perience. 

It offers the best Vegetable and Flower 
Lawn Grass and Agricultural Seeds, Gar 
and Implements, Fertilizers, Insecticides, « 

Plants of all kinds, ineluding the newest 
Roses, Dahlias, Hardy Perennials, Gar 
Greenhouse Plants, Bulbs, Hardy Climber 
Shrubs, Water Lilies and Aquatics, 
Fruits, etc. 

Write today for a copy ond plan this year’ 
now, Mailed free if you mention this pu 


HENRY A. DREER 


714-16 Chestnut Street Philadelphia, Pa. 














Albemarle P 
Asheville, Ne 


One of those “wholly satis. 
fying” places found once in 
a while and never forgotten; 
perfect service, concentrated 
comfort. An “all year” re. 
sort for pleasure and sport 
exclusively. 


Perfect Golf in a Perfect Climate 
Write for Booklet “L” 
Albert H. Malone, Manager. 


$n America~-~ An English Ina 
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Zephyrus 

A SLACK-WIRE walker successfully 
practiced his art for many years, un- 
til he stretched his wire across the 
Niagara gorge. . . .It was a windy 
day. 

*x** * 

His orphaned son was a steeple- 
jack. He was expert, so, aided by 
his father’s insurance money, he was 
able to send his son to art school. 
Until one day the ropes holding him 
to the half-painted steeple became 
fouled. . . .It was a windy day 

*x** * 

His orphaned son, who preferred 
to do his walking and painting on 
the ground, used the insurance money 
to complete his training. He quickly 
distinguished himself as a landscape 
artist. Until one day, while he was 
engaged with a sunset, a girl passed 
She was homeward bound from the 
office where she worked as a stenog- 
rapher for an importer of French 
hosiery. . . .It was a windy day 


W. L. W. 


Ir you think the world is getting 
drier and drier ask some fellow whe 
has tried to “set the world on fire.” 





|| Aspirin 


Say “Bayer” and Insist! 











y 

N 

” Unless you see the name “Bayer” on 

package on tablets you are not get- 

ting the yenuine Bayer product prescribed 

a. by physicians over twenty-two years and 

— proved fe by millions for 

7 Co Headache 
Toothache Lumbago 
Earache Rheumatism 
Neuralgia Pain, Pain 

k Accept “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” 

. only. ch unbroken package contains 

atise proper directions. Handy boxes of 

e it) B twelve tablets cost few cents. Druggists 

ated also sel! bottles of 24 and 100. Aspirin 

Te- is the trademark of Bayer Manufacture 

port of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid. 
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" The Sewing Club 
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— SEWING, tatting, 
Laugliing, chatting, 
Needles a-flashing, 
ully Scissors a-slashing; 
un- 
the Tongues gaily wagging, 
ndy No sign of flagging, 
: Home cares forgetting 
With everything fretting, 











ple- 

| by Till the sun sinking 

was Brings the tea-drinking; 
1001. Then the good-bying 


him And homeward flying. 
-ame M. C. 


~} Sure Relief 
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5 | FOR INDIGESTION 
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n the = » 25 CENTS 
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: ) _ water 
ei 3 1 Sure Relief 


SELL-ANS 


2¢ ano 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE 
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The School of LIFE 


OW that Burleson is nothing 

but a Texas politician and a 
sad memory, Lire has decided to 
announce the inauguration of a cor- 
respondence school. Courses have 
been prepared which will lead our 
pupils to heights otherwise unscal- 
able. Rates are moderate. An ex- 
tremely liberal education, almost 
prodigal, may be gained for the 
cost of one éase of gin—or do 
you make your own? 

Below are noted the courses, with 
additional information about their 
objectives and requirements for 
entrance other than the usual check. 

Remember, Lincoln began life in 
a log cabin, without even a victrola 
to annoy him. 


Brass Knos Portsn1nc—Every 
detail of the art, even to the appli- 
cation and removal of lacquer. 
Particularly valuable for those as- 
piring to jobs as Lords of the 
Admiralty. 

SMALL: ArMs_ Practice—Full 
range course on targets made to re- 
semble business men sitting at desks 
in private offices. Recommended 
to stenographers with theatrical 
ambitions. 

PAINTS AND VARNISHES—Thor- 
ough instruction in the manufacture 
of these valuable commodities. Only 
bootleggers in good standing are 
eligible. 

SHort CHANGE AcCOUNTANCY— 
Title of the course is self-explana- 
tory. For church deacons and others 
who pass collection plates. 

CHARACTER READING—Invaluable 
for automobile salesmen who cannot 
tell at first glance whether the new 
sedan is being ordered for madam, 
or otherwise. 

MIMEOGRAPHING—E specially 
planned for any public personage 
who loathes publicity. Includes in- 
struction in the proper placing of 
notice of release date. 

Sano Excavation—A corps of 
ostriches will give actual demon- 
strations. - This course is open only 
to selected types of civic officials. 

Book Reviewinc—Prescribed 
reading is confined to matter on 
paper covers of all new works; in- 
struction that is nothing if not 
practical. 

Vorce Cutture—Intensified course 
for traffic policemen. 

Knee Benpinc—A thoroughly 
useful series that may lead any 
promising student to a seat in the 
cabinet, where its practice will be 
found an assurance of success. 


Other courses will be added in 
time to let you get to the movies for 
the second show. J. K. M. 





‘=DIAMONDS* 


FROM JASON WEILER & SONS 
of Boston, Mass., one of America’s 
leading dia mond importers 
For over 47 years the house of Jason 
Weiler & Sons, of Boston, has been one of 
the leading diamond importing concerns in 
America selling to jewelers. However, a 
large business is done direct by mail with 
customers at importing prices! Here are 
several diamond offers—direct to you by 
mail—which clearly demonstrate our posi- 
tion to name prices on diamonds that 
should surely interest 
any present or prospec- 
tive diamond purchaser. 


1 carat $145.00 


This one carat diamond 
ls of good brilliancy. 
Mounted in lady's style 
14K solid gold setting 
Order this diamond, 
take it to any expert, 
make any comparisons 
you wish — Money re- 
funded if it can be 
duplicated elsewhere for 


less than $200.00. Our 
a handsome lace work 


tesa . $145.00 pattern. 


A few weights and prices of other diamond rings: 


i carat, ny 00 oli 6 carat, $73.00 | 2 carats, $290.00 
¥% carat, i bécarats, 217.00 | 3carats, 435.00 


We ae you as to our reliability to any bank 
or newspaper in Boston 


if desired, rings will be 
sent to any bank you 
may name or any Ex. 
press Co. with privilege 
of examination Our 
diamond guarantee for 
full value for all time 
goes with every purchase 
Write Today for This 
Valuable Catalogt a” 
FREE on “‘How to 
Buy Diamonds” 
This book is beautifully 
illustrated. Tells how 
to judge, select and buy 
diamonds. Tells how 


they mine, cut and mar- 
ket diamonds. This boob 


ede | noua 
Diamond Ring . $200.00 


Perfectly cut diamond. 
Mounted in all Platinum 
Ring. The ring is richly 
carved and plerced in 


showing weights, . 

prices and qualities of 

@ Million Dollars’ worth 

of Diamonds, is con- 

sidered an authority. 

Also write for our latest Jewelry, Watch and Silver 
Guteien— 108 pages beautifully illustrated—maliled 

FREE on reques 
CLIP COUPON—FILL IN AND MAIL NOW 


Jason Weiler & Sons 


371 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
Diamond Importers Since 1876 
Foreign Agencies: Amsterdam, Londen and Paris 
Please send FREE Diamond Catalog 
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DUE WARNING 


“Don’t shoot—or I'll have you 
arrested!” 


—Le Journal Amusant (Paris). 





MADISON AVE., 43rd TO 44th STREETS 
NEW YORK 


Tea in the Palm Room 
Dancing 
in the Supper Room 











Sail and Motor 
BOATS 


Sturdy Craft at Moderate Prices 


Inquire. About 
Our Boardman-Hoyt Design 
Five-meter Racing Knockabout 


an 
Our Coupe Automobile Boat 
with Electric Self-starter 


Cape Cod Shipbuilding Corp. 


Wareham, Massachusetts 








CovE is a bright man. He has 
discovered something. He has dis- 
covered that the majority of people 
have never paid any attention to 
what any psychologist, early or pres- 
ent, ever said. So he has taken a few 
of their ideas and tied a string to 
them with twenty knots in it. 


THAT was an agile deer that went 
through the season without once be- 
ing mistaken for a hunter! 





| Hygieni 


for those who enjoy cigarette smoking 
4 The only hygienic cigarette holder endorsed by 
Y physicians. With NO-NIC, you_get only the joys 
out of smoking. No Nicotine. No dust particles. 


)The 


No ugly stained teeth nor fingers. No smokers 

throat. It’s light and graceful. With its lip- 
YZ, less grip. It’s a boon to ladies who indulge, as 
A well as to gentlemen who care 


A handsome Gift for the Smoker 


af 


to you postpaid. 


TUNLEY & CO., 2 Broadway, N.Y. 














LIFE : 
“Art” 


I N other days, in days perchance 
Comparatively recent, 

Good business people looked askance 
On Art as not quite decent. 


Now, fly! O Art, so long abused, 
Lest business men corral you! 

For Art (theword ), when deftly used, 
Has sound commercial value, 


Art furniture has just renown; 
Art gowns are recommended; 
An Artmobile may run me down 

Before the year is ended. 


Art movies thrill the nation wide 
And draw uncounted dollars, 
And Art may soon be justified 
In footwear, scarves and collars. 


Art theatres are all the go, 
For how that term entices! 
What makes them “Art” I do not 
know; 
They charge the highest prices. 


Art, Art shall speedily provoke 
My curses loud and hearty; 

I’ve lost all taste for artichoke, 
I choke on all things arty. 


For though in counting house and 
mart 
Those letters three are money, 
When artists brag about their Art 
They’re pulling something funny. 


A. G. 


Convict 491 
Rg gee scratch, scratch! 


The sound made by Convict 
491 was barely audible, so carefully 
did he work. The knife had been 
slipped to him from the outside, care- 
fully concealed in a cake. 

Scratch, scratch, scratch! 

The stone wall of his cell was 
hard and resisting, but the blade was 
stout, and persistence might finally 
turn the trick. 

Scratch, scratch, scratch! 


He had been sent up for polyg- 
amy. By a strange coincidence all 
four of his wives had been women of 
the same general type. Large phys- 
ically, with red hair—yes, sir, all 
four of them—and tempers to match. 

Scratch, scratch, scratch! 


Night after night he had worked 
away at the wall, ceasing his ef- 
forts only when completely ex- 
hausted. 

Scratch, scratch, scratch! 

Then one night, after an hour of 
feverish scratching, he suddenly 
stopped, with a low cry of triumph. 
He was convinced. 

“Good old wall!” he muttered. “It’s 
strong enough. It stands the test. 
They can’t get at me!” B. #. 


Tue Carey Paintine Co., Ino. 
New Yore BETHLEHEM 





V Ws 
GARCIA 


by ELBERT HUBBARD 


Considered by many the greatest piece of 
inspirational literature ever written 
VER forty million copies of the 
“Message” were printed dur- 
ing Elbert Hubbard’s lifetime. Dur- 
ing the World War three of the 
Allied Governments distributed it to 
the soldiers in the trenches. A copy 
of this dynamic preachment is yours 
for the asking. Just clip the coupon 
and mail to us to-day. 

Fourteen years were consumed in the 
writing of the work that ranks to-day as 


Elbert Hubbard’s masterpiece. In 1894 the 
series of 


Little Journeys 
to the Homes of the Great 


was begun, and once a month for four- 
teen years, without a break, one of 
these little pilgrimages was given to 
the world. 

In all there are one hundred and 
eighty-two “Little Journeys” that take 
us to the homes of the men and women 
who transformed the thought of their 
time, changed the course of empire and 
marked the destiny of civilization. 

Following Hubbard’s tragic death on 
the “Lusitania” in 1915, announcement 
was made from East Aurora that the 
Philistine Magazine would be discon- 
tinued. Hubbard had gone on a long jour- 
ney and might need his “Philistine.” 

The same spirit of devotion has 
prompted The Roycrofters to issue their 
Memorial edition of “Little Journeys to 
the Homes of the Great”. 


Mail Coupon for Very Special Quotation 
and Free Little Journey Booklet 


A limited number of the Memorial 
sets will be distributed at a very special 
price, so low, in fact, that we cannot 
publish the price broadcast. To do » 
might possibly interfere with the future 
sale of the edition. Therefore, we wil 
name this introductory price only by 
letter to those sending in the following 
coupon. 


THE ROYCROFTERS 


East Aurora, N. Y.: 


I shall be pleased to receive, without oblige 
tion on my part, a copy of Elbert Hubbanl’ 
“‘Message to Garcia,” and further informatie 
about The Roycrofters’ Memorial Edition @ 
“Little Journeys to the Homes of the Grea- 


Name 
Address 








A Child’s Garden of Re- 


verses 
(Modernizing R. L. S.) 


Bed in Winter 


In summer I sit up at night, 
For daylight-saving makes it light. 
In winter, though it seems a crime, 
I go to bed by standard time. 


I have to go to bed and hear 

A broadcast story, loud and queer, 
The tooth-brush lecture for the day, 
And many prunes who sing and play. 


it not seem pretty tough, 
I've outgrown this bedtime 


o wide-awake and giggly, 
| up with Uncle Wiggly? 


The Milk Can 
The pretty can all blue and white 
Holds calorie material: 
I punch two holes with all my might, 
For cream upon my cereal. 


Whole Duty of Children 
A child should always say what’s 
smart, 
And know the comic strips by heart, 
And get the things he likes at table, 
At least as far as he is able. 


Looking Forward 
When I grow up and smoke cigars, 
I'll have all kinds of motor cars, 
And tell pedestrians I meet 
Not to occupy the street. 
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The Bell System's transcontinental telephone line crossing Nevada 


Hi 
ighways 
Necessity made the United 
States a nation of pioneers. 
Development came to us only 
by conquering the wilderness. 
For a hundred and fifty years 
we have been clearing farms 
and rearing communities 
where desolation was—bridg- 
ing rivers and making roads 
—reaching out, step by step, 
to civilize three million square 
miles of country. One of the 
results has been the scattering 
of families in many places— 
the separation of parents 
and children, of brother and 
brother, by great distances. 
To-day, millions of us live 
and make our success in places 
far from those where we were 
born, and even those of us 
who have remained in one 
place have relatives and 
friends who are scattered in 
other parts. 
Again, business and in- 
SION 


of Speech 


dustry have done what fami- 
lies have done—they have 
spread to many places and 
made connections in still other 
places. 

Obviously, this has pro- 
moted a national community 
of every-day interest which 
characterizes no other nation 
in the world. It has given the 
people of the whole country 
the same kind, if not the same 
degree, of interest in one an- 
other as the people of a single 
city have. It has made neces- 
sary facilities of national com- 
munication which keep us 
in touch with the whole coun- 
try and not just our own part 
of it. 

The only telephone service 
which can fully serve the 
needs of the nation is one 
which brings all of the people 
within sound of one another's 
voices. 


“BELL SYSTEM™ 


\ AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed 
toward Better Service 











The friend who tells me what his 


| Friends I Never Take Motor- 


TRACE MARK REG 


ing Twice 

Tue friend who asks me to stop 
every few miles so he can light up. 

The friend who leans over with 
one arm around me so he can talk 
better. 

The friend who takes up the whole 
trip describing scenery elsewhere. 

The friend who stiffens when 
thére’s a car ahead. 

The friend who wants to be sure 
I know the way back. 


little Lizzie can do. 

The friend who always puts his 
hand out too late. 

The friend who asks for a ride. 


eo 


First Doctor: I don't favor 
this “Safety First” movement at all. 

Seconp Doctor: Neither do I. It 
looks to me like a combination in 
restraint of trade. 
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a New Light Bulb 
in a Socket 


UTTING a Colgate “Refill” Shaving Stick into the 
“Handy Grip” is very simple, and it is done in a 
few seconds. 


Once you have your “Handy Grip” it will last for 
years. The “Refills”, threaded to fit it, cost you the 
price of the soap alone. 


But in addition to the economy you practice in 
using Colgate’s “Refill” Shaving Stick, there is always 
its wonderful superiority for making lather. 


With hot water or cold, with soft water or hard, 
Colgate’s gives you a quick, fragrant lather, which 
holds the hairs of the beard upright, and softens them 
at the base, where the razor’s work is done. 


It makes shaving easier, and leaves the face cool 
and refreshed. 


Send us 10c for the “Handy Grip”, the metal 
container, and a trial-size shaving stick. After 
the trial stick-is-weed up you can buy the “Refills” 


as you need them. 


Each “Refill” gives you at least three months’ 
easier shaving, at less than the price of a day's cigars. 


COLGATE & CO. Dept. 23 199 Fulton St., New York 


i Refill Shaving Stick 





